A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
in the long grass, sometimes alone, sometimes with
my orderly officer. On one of these excursions
I crawl to see the wire in front of Gonnelieu by day.
1 am alone, as one crawler makes less rustle than
two. Suddenly I reach an isolated shellhoie (the
ground is little broken) and, peering into it from the
grass above, see a German looking up at me. I see
his hand go to his pocket. 'He may have a small
bomb or pistol/ I think to myself. He starts to
move and appears stiff. He may shout, he is within
thirty yards of his wire! or shoot! I draw my
revolver and jump down on him into the six feet
deep hole. He is a big fellow but evidently wounded.
I get him by the throat and press the muzzle of the
revolver to his chest. 'I'd like his life, in preference
to his escape' I think, "but I want his regimental
identification/ I cannot speak German. I hardly
know two words. 'Hands up/ I order, in lowered
tones. He understands, complies and mutters
"Kamerad! I don't trust him, but, pushing the
muzzle harder to emphasise its purpose, I search
him with my left hand, and gain some papers which
I transfer to my pocket. I see no numerals on his
clothing. cWas ist dein Regiment?' I venture empha-
tically, giving the muzzle an extra pifehl He does
not answer. He does not wish to divulge. 'Zu komme
mit mir* I order, pointing to our line. He points to
his leg, * Ich forstein' I say. He rises slowly. It is
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